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To the West 


The molten steel of the sun 

Is settling and cooling now, 

Its ashes flake to copper 

Underneath and soot-marked bronze. 


The islands of illuminated cloud -- 
Grey-blue, dark slate, and mauve -- 
Are like huge blinds set crosswise 
On the increasing fireball. 


Ahead the telephone poles are black 
Against the red-orange sun, 

Amid the copper streams and glare 
They stand like charred black sticks. 


The corn is flushed with pink light. 
My shadow stretches to the east 
Across the patched macadam 

Of the old north country road. 


A deserted road leads toward 
The crumbling furnace core, 
Violet and carbon black obscure 
The spreading lava with its crust 


Of cinders in the west. 


Afternoon 
I walked outside of town 
one afternoon 


It was late August 
the sun very hot 


The grass tall 
hay-green 


and yellow-brown 


In one field 
there were some twisted apple trees 


hthe windows 
a greenhouse a horse barn 


sparked like mirrors 
signaling to the blue 


Afterward 


The room three-quarters dark 
just one 
dim amber light 
upon the bedside stand 


I lie awake 
thinking through questions of the night 


twilit passages of thought and doubt 
sadness for the moment meditatively distracted 
a quiet and temporary peace now 


Or just 
wondering 


I wonder at your sleeping form 
spirit body now 
at one in this original stillness 
a separateness always available 


And at our ritual how old? 


of separateness ignored 
on just pretense 


It will be long 
before the dawn light 
edges the curtains 


with a dim blue gray 
before the sun's 
bright light rays in 
through 
cigarette burn openings 
Lie peacefully in sleep 


I will lie here too 


waiting and thinking the whole time 


A Moment 


The early summer's breeze 
its warmth 
And light 
Blows through the white lace curtains of our room 


There isn't anything that one could want 


Nor ever want to touch 
nor want to see 


There isn't anything that one could have 
More deeply than I have your breath 


You mine 
For it is like this light or breeze 


Caught for one moment here 
this breath of time 


An Invocation 


Tonight a summer storm 
although the air is cool 
like autumn 


With its gusts of chilly rain 
its wind and spray 


I sit alone and cannot help 
but think your presence 


as it might be 
were you here 


And does the voice 
that speaks now in my mind 
and renders any other sound 
or any other voice 
except for yours 
irrelevant... 


What does it say of you? 
For you are there 


somewhere inside of me 
where thought meets thought 


Moment comes to moment -- 
in the sense of secrecy 
the deeper harmony 
myself 


It must be there 
your presence 
in my mind 
You -- 
the one vibration 
the tonality I call by name 


Now surely I remember 
it is mingled with my own 


You are not far 


Aubade: Composure 


The first light tints the eggshell walls 

From dimmest grey to violet, 

And light-spokes through the window shade 
Glance over eyes asleep as yet. 

But light is opening within 

The mind still closeted in sleep, 

Like the Word creating space from void 
And a seed troubling the soil's sleep. 


Asleep I am preparing to 

Begin once more my self-creation 

As wakening, like sap, flows through 
My limbs and my still sleeping reason. 
Organic balances of mind 

Emerge from the completing sum 

Of energy and intellect 

Breathing in equilibrium. 


Therefore both rise together here 
In balance, buoyancy on the tide 
Of darkness they in answer to 
Sunrise will shortly put aside. 

And breathing is the key to this, 
Breathing is the opening door 

That sways in when I let breath out 
And opens when I draw in more. 


My body lives again and moves 
With an intelligent delight, 

My mind wakes in the morning air 
And opens to the retinal light. 
Here, now, I must resolve to live 
So that my mind, until my death, 
Will be this drawing, balancing, 
And perfect measuring of breath. 


Blade of Grass 


We lie here thinking, waiting, not waiting, 

And have what we would have, the world, this time -- 
My head is in your lap, the sun too high, too bright, 
The hot sun flaring on your hat's white brim. 

And then you shade my eyes like sleep, your face 
Dips down to mine, your long brown hair drapes down. 
There is no sun, the earth is only half 

The thing beneath me, love a kind of hand 

That draws you in a circle — perfect, whole -- 

Until we our are world. Yet it's so light -- 

Poised on a breath...a feather...delicate, 

A strand of hair is all that ties it, slight 

As the blade of grass that touches, taps my cheek. 


A Bright Day in Late Winter 


The day breaks from the long-continued cold. 
The sun at ten o'clock is bright, and everywhere 
The partly melted puddles glare and burn, 
Flashing their shaving mirrors and blind spots. 
The sun is almost warm and waters flow 
Puddling like slow leaks from cracking ice. 
These are initial rivulets -- not yet 

Of spring, though real and reflecting light. 

The whitest snow glints diamonds in the sun. 
The winter's salt is left in cloudy streaks 

And splotches on the dusty asphalt road, 

Like chalk ghosts on a blackboard not yet cleared. 
The pulse of spring breaks up the veins of ice. 
The ice is broken and flows as light touches it. 


Day and then Night 


The sun was burning the roof tops all day, 
Melting the tar back down to sticky gum. 


Each roof gave off a watery heat shimmer 
In the glare. The town was subdued with heat. 


No one went out but kept inside where blinds, 
Curtains, and air conditioners prevailed. 


At eleven it was ninety, and at noon 
The sun reflected from the asphalt lot 


Was murderous -- not blinding but forbidding: 
Relentless light creating its own world, 


Its burning glass the atmosphere itself 
Whose air was scorching, nearly unbearable. 


The impact of the light on windows, chrome, 
On parking meters, stop signs, on plate glass, 


Was hard enough to make you wince and squint. 
My eyes, my head, ached just to think of it. 


The empty street seemed throbbing in the eye -- 
The sidewalk shone as white as white marble 


And buildings shimmered in a bright aura 
Of mirrored heat and steel-reflected shine. 


II 


But now at evening things are cooling off, 
And gradually the sun is put aside; 


Though not that flickering in the paper lamp 
Which hangs here from the arbor's vine-thick roof -- 


Its skin like a cicada's shell cast off, 
Yet holding a small flame within itself. 


Nearly weightless -- a balloon of pale parchment 
Tapped by the breeze and swaying quietly, 


A sort of buoy in the tide of night 
That knocks the trellis softly now and then, 


Its moonlight glowing in the brown darkness 
Of summer nightfall, giving sheltered light. 


The afternoon heat gone, the burnt-out town 
Begins to stir, creating its own sounds. 


The night breeze cools, assuages and restores 
Us to ourselves, gives air and comfort, 


Breathing, movement out of doors -- we hear 
The small stream's sound and feel still-living grass. 


All these are given back, the earth itself 
Returned, restored to a human quality. 


The only memory of day's hot sun 
Is in the stone slab of the garden seat 


Which feels like a barely warm stove top, 
Although it too cools down and gives its warmth 


To night's mysterious and just-dampened air. 
Indoors two reading lamps have been turned on. 


And in the arbor, darkness is complete 
At last, what we had both been waiting for 


And which we now possess. Our human life 
Is lighter than a feather, is just a breath. 


First it is day, and then it’s slowly night. 
With one breath I blow out the paper lamp. 


Doing Laundry 


I push my load of laundry down the street, 

Forty pounds in plastic bags -- I've gota cart. 
Wind blows a wet snow which is partly sleet 
Straight in my eyes. My face is red and stung, 

My eyes half squint into the blowing snow, 

My hair is wet with droplets and crumbs of snow 
And I have trouble holding down my hat. 

In my boot a worn spot chafes my ankle raw. 

A treacherous slushy puddle threatens to upset the whole. 
I halt and straighten things a bit and then move on. 
Yet I can't say I mind the cold, the wet, 

Or coaxing the cart around icy pot-holes. 

Some part of me is scoured by the storm 

And wakes up in the wind and sharpening sleet. 


Late Summer 


Summer night. 
The perennial silence of the earth. 


From the field's black rim, 

From the center point of your gaze, 
The sky falls away 

Upward and upward. 


Cloud-like geometries of stars spill out and out, 
So many -- so far, 

And so just out of reach, 

Their circuits turning slowly as they go -- 
Myriad points, 

Crossings and confusions 

Of lines and planes. 


The crowds 
Are gone too far into the silence, 
No voices reach from there. 


The empty space, 

So thin, 

Nonetheless swarms and swarms: 
So many cries, 

Memories 

Of silent fear, of 

Watchful silence, of witnesses 
Who turned away in silence. 


In the silence of the summer night 
So many "nows" are echoing, 

But not eternally, 

In their ever-present irrecoverable 
Absence, 

In this moment of past time, 

This time of torture, murder, 

Lies and money. 


The sky exploding constantly with stars 
Opens out like a pine cone 
Scattering its seeds. 


Space drops away 

Abysmally 

From my gaze forever and forever. 
I seem to sway 

A moment on my feet 

And to be peering into it 

As though into a well. 


The night is crowded with the millions 
like a single page. 
How could it hold so many? 


Listen: you hear the calling of the crickets in late summer 
grass. 
Against the black trees, fireflies are sparkling. 


Above, 

The sky echoes upward, outward, 
Deeper and deeper on. 

Beneath, 

The earth is silent, fragrant, cool, 
Solid beneath each step. 

How could it hold so many? 


Late Fall Morning 


The sky's still dark. It's four o'clock 
With blue street lights in empty streets. 
The halo of the late fall moon 
Is ivory or a pale off-yellow 
As though it were shining through white wine. 
As they pass, the streaks of charcoal cloud, 
Spaced like the mantle on a pond, 
Are lit blue at their edges. 
The communion of souls... 


-- Come, holy invisible light. 


It's six o'clock. Awakened light 

Fans upward from the radiating point 

Below the hill; the sky is filled 

With iodine, violet, and green. 

Then molten steel -- red and bronze -- 

Breaks through a pin-hole in the clouds. 

Suddenly there are several more 

Like ruled lines, narrow points of light. 
The forgiveness of sins... 


-- Come, barely visible light. 


It's eight o'clock. The sky is blue 
With white clouds and bright smoky sun. 
There's icy mist and low ground fog, 
The river's flat, metallic, bright -- 
So cold it gives off braids of steam. 
Luminous smoke like white phosphorous 
Plumes up from smoke stacks on the hill. 
Traffic moves along the bridge. 

The resurrection of the body... 


-- Come, indecipherable light. 


Ten o'clock. Cars, buses and trucks 

Move along the central routes 

And out toward the peripheries 

And then return on different routes. 

Downtown the traffic lights control 

The arrivals and departures. 

The noise increases, here and there 

Trucks blare out grimy diesel fumes. 
And life everlasting... 


-- Come, undetectable light. 


It's twelve o'clock. The streets are full 
Of people temporarily 
Released from what they do all day 
(Let out of work, they call it work) -- 
Hamburgers, salads, soup and coffee, 
A new prescription, a bill to pay.... 
The air is brimming with the noise 
Of traffic and of thousands talking. 
The communion of souls... 


--Come, wholly invisible light. 


The Leaves Burning: A Fire Canticle 


These are the fallen leaves that must be burned. 
The fire catches, spreads from leaf to leaf, 

and soon the whole pile is burning, 

is one configuration of orange flame 

in which each leaf is quickly vanishing. 


There is one point 

when leaf and fire are poised, held in the tension 
of the single flame: intensity of light and heat 
held in the compass of a leaf's outline, 
extremity of fire within the form's persistence, 
and yet still form in the extremity of fire. 

It is that moment when a burning thing 

has nearly lost its outline in the flame 

but still is seen, when it and burning 

are held in burning, retained 

in a suspension of fire. 


And then they are released. 

The falling flame the leaf has now become 

crumbles effaced within the trembling heat, 

and is just ash, and the fire that possessed it merely fire. 
And so each single leaf will burn, for everything 

that's worthy to be burned will burn 

until there's nothing left of it -- 

But no matter. 


After the brief kindling and before the end, 
in the burning partial equilibrium 

that holds apart these moments, 

there is the time. 


November Leaf 


Early morning, November. 
I walk out toward the sun 


Streaming through horizon 
Cloud-fissures -- toward 


Snow clouds of ash grey, 
Coal blue, violet, and carbon 


Toward the raying funnel 
Of gold-bronze 


And mercurochrome beamings 
Announced into silence. 


Twilight of dawn-gloaming. 


Blue light in the dawn-evening. 
Dawn sunset. 


II 


On the road ten yards ahead 
A small puddle of light 


Glimmers like a wafer of mercury 
In the morning's frost-sun. 


Closer, I notice the ice film 
The sunrise skims with its glare. 


It’s like a transparent membrane -- 
Almost invisibly fine 


A fan-shaped network 
Of filaments, ridges, and veins 


Like the underside of a leaf -- 
The ice-leaf of late autumn. 


Il 


The ice is a fragile lens, 
The sustaining water a pupil 


A contact lens, perhaps, afloat 
On the black iris 


Of unfrozen water 
Which borders it on all sides. 


Part of the ice-leaf 
Has already flaked off 


Like some sort of continental drift. 
Within one particular crack 


The sunlight bleeds in the cold 
Shallow pool, an acetylene tear 


Tiny and haunting the water 
At an indeterminate depth. 


IV 


The edge of the ice, the fluid border 
Between itself and the water, 


Is wavy, irregular, although 
Remarkably smooth. 


At times it's impossible to tell 
Where the ice-leaf leaves off 


And the surrounding puddle begins. 
As the temperature gets above freezing 


It will thaw more and more. 
Already at the translucent edge 


It is leaking back, 
Melting away to the indefinite -- 


The leaf-film melts 
To the far glitter of sun 


In the nearly depthless puddle 
Of light and cold water 


The bright water-void. 


Night Plane 


The sound... 


You lie beside me in the dark room, 
Sleeping, partly turned away. 

I lay my hand along your back. 

I can feel your rib cage rise and fall. 


Of a plane in the night... 


Listening to the droning sound, 
Imagining some other time and place, 
I close my eyes: 

A charred roof burning, crumbling in, 
Flaking away like newspaper ash. 

The dense incinerating wave 

Of burning jellied gasoline. 

The delicate plume-like spread 

And eerie glow of white phosphorous. 
Ropes and funnels of black smoke. 
Screams of a kind I can't describe. 


Overhead. 


Time and place. The room is quiet, cool. 
The autumn night has brought its fragrances. 
September breeze blows in. It's late. 


Self and other. Time and place. 

My eyes are still closed. Our bed floats 

Out into the sea which is the night, 

Which is a sea. Yet still the night. 

The world is merely an idea once again. 

The sound grows fainter, dopplers away, and dies. 


We are left with a wide ship's wake of silence. 


October 


Early morning. Frost-cold. Vapor of breath. 
The path leads down to the road. 
Cold smoky sun. Bright sun-smoke. White fog. 


The oak tree grows out of solid mist. 
Beyond, the world is a cloud. 


II 


Rusty leaves, red leaves and orange leaves, 
Float in the puddle. 


A leaf in my right eye, and my brow floats 


somewhere beyond that. 
Glitter and glare in the blue sky-water. 


One more leaf falls, 
Touching the sun. 


No ripples. 


Ill 


The pond 
On a warm afternoon. 


The tall grass is blond, 
Very light yellow, green, and gold. 


The cicadas which in summer 
Would be loud here 
Are silent. 


I toss in one pebble. 


First there's the splash, 
Then the silence again. 


Then the cicadas' silence. 
Then the silence of silence. 


IV 


October afternoon. 
Gold leaves and warm sunshine. 
There are wasps at my window. 


Point by point, the light alters. 


By evening the wasps are gone. 


V 


Autumn evening. 
The sun slants across the hills and gold trees, the 
shadows reach out so far. 


My window's still open: 
I hear sounds from the street -- a radio, cars, 
someone walking. 


My coffee cup 
Casts a long shadow across 
My white paper. 


Out in the Open 


The slanting rain comes on and on! 

The cold drops blear and blur the sun 
When they hang in my eyelashes. 

My heavy stomp in the mud mashes 

The leaves and twigs and mud together. 

I plough on through the battering weather. 


I walk with my wet face toward the sun 
That glares along the field's tree line, 
The bruised clouds straight up over me; 
The rain stops momentarily 

Then starts again, with hails stones 

As hard as small white peppercorns. 


The sun is down low, almost home, 

And red-orange like mercurochrome -- 

A tinting light across wet hay. 

The end of day comes gradually. 

But since I've let the rain and light 

Soak into me, I may keep on toward night. 


Under the Plum Tree 


I lie here beneath 

The branches of plum, 
My eyes closed in shade, 
My chest in the sun. 


Through tremulous eyelids 
I sense the dark blades 
That sway over me, 

As though I could see 
With the feeling of "eye." 


And slowly my chest 
Grows warm in the sun, 
The skin pulls and tingles 
And blossoms in bone. 


My forehead relaxes 

And I fill with warm light 
Which pulses and slows 
In diminishing waves, 
The cords of my body 
Loosen their knot. 


Gradually, lastly, 
Almost nothing is left 
Except the slight sound 
Of my uninsistent breath 
And the feeling of light 
Rushing on without end. 


Processes of Day 


The sun is setting now, the end of day -- 

And on the distant water, grown quite still, 

A glare of evening light, like an acetylene flame, 
A solid track of yellow, white at its center, 

And gold, almost blinding at the edge, 

That reaches out across the evening lake. 


The breeze dies down, a lateness settles in, 

And everything is quiet. 

Before too long the lake is flat and still 

And one can clearly see each splash, 

Each ripple break the surface, that shines like glass: 

The leap of a fish leaves its sparkling circles widening -- 
The water spider's track, a dragonfly, 

The drifting motes within the sunset's light. 


The air is motionless, the water filled with hills. 

There is the feel of an activity 

Within its steady surface. 

The quiet of the evening, of the air, 

Is something poised: the sense 

Of something set to happen, which yet has not occurred, 
Though present nonetheless 

Amid these processes of evening: 

Declining sun, the late and flooding light, 

The water sparkling silently. 


And later, 
The sunset is in haze, a smoky red 
With orange far off now barred with purple clouds 


That fade down to the black horizon 
In shades of mauve and green and blue. 


And now there is no wind, no breeze at all. 


The night assumes its full dimensions now. 

The silence of the air is on the lake, its ripples still, 
A silence different from the evening's quiet. 

The moths are out; the moon 

Presides above the water’s placid reach 

Where ripples sparkle in the faintest tracks. 


The scent of water and the scent of night 

Are in the air, and mingled with them both 

The scent of pines, 

An essence carried in their dark branches 

And carried on the stillness of the warm night air -- 
The summer night distilled here in the dark. 

And in the shadows of these pines you know the truth -- 
The beauty of the world, so filled with light, 

And filled also with powers; it must be here 

That one finds strength or happiness, 

Amid these processes of day and of the night. 


Summer Night: Canticle 


How often late at night 

I've listened to the wind that stirred 
And rustled in the summer trees 
When after rain the scent of rain 
Still lingered in the air. 


Listening, 

What was it that I could have felt or heard? 
A dampness and the scent of summer's earth 
Now newly wet 

And the random ceaseless stirring 

Of the leaves, 

The wind and leaves? 


The summer night was 
Movement 

Coming into that which gave it being, 
Embodied it in rain 

And wind 

And the fragrance of the night. 
The darkness was itself 

A substance that one felt 

And knew, 

The manifold events 

Of summer 

Taking place outside the window. 


I sat there 
Listening. The storm had lasted 
Through the evening and so now 


Since it was late 


I felt it as the aftermath of storm, 
And I was listening to what was gone, 
Its traces vanishing. 


The night 

Or that dark element 

It was 

Was closer to myself than I myself, 

A fragrance that one breathed, a process 
Taking place without 

And yet involving processes within: 
The flowing, the activity of rain and wind, 
A whirlpool that converged 

Upon the center 

That I was, 

The dim and questioning self, 

The ambiguous regress. 


It seemed 

That I was 

Falling as I searched within 

That secrecy, 

The object of my thoughts, 

And all the constant movement of the night 
Was just sound in my ears: 

Reverberating, 

Echoing through the emptiness, 

The space the echo of each thought had filled 
Not gathered to a single point, 

Dispersed in many scattered 

Points of time, 

And all the random energy of storm 
Remote and faint 


Like something heard in sleep. 


Yet all was traces 

Of a substance, of a speech, 

A rushing sensed and made, in darkness, more 
complex. 

How could there still have been 

Some feeling to be known, 

Some contact with the being of the world? 

Within the flowing power of the night and wind 

It seemed I was one element 

Immersed in both the substance 

And the flow. 


I waited, 

But the night's activity of presence 

Was yet so light 

And poised between 

Non-being and the past 

For any thought or feeling I might have. 

And so I sat and listened 

To the sounds outside, now distant, growing more so 
As I sat and thought 

And sometime after midnight 

Went to sleep. 

And somewhere 

On the point of sleep 

I heard the summer night, for one last time. 

It was a fragment of the thing that I was leaving, 
Leaving to return to, since not yet found. 


The Public Square (after de Chirico) 


I sit here watching the light and shadows 
In the empty square this evening. 

The concrete wall across the way 

Is tinted to an ochre warmth. 


The old brick store fronts, the courthouse, 

The library and bank, 

Are caught in dusty laterals of copper light; 

The edges of their roofs blur in the translucent orange. 


Gold and peach colors like the moons of Jupiter 
Glow in a puddle 

By the municipal parking garage; 

Steel edges and glass panels flare and spark. 


In the square, the shadow of the Civil War memorial 
Is long and startlingly precise. 

Black cannon balls are stacked in pyramids 

On two sides of the granite obelisk, 


With tar-black siege mortars presiding 
On the other two. Beyond, 

The courthouse dome is charred 
Against the evening sky. 


Its tiles look like weathered copper, 
Green as the stain 

Left by a cheap gold ring, 

Or possibly the color of old bills. 


A color near to these 

Is on the boot, waistcoat, and cheek 

Of the distinguished Reconstruction era 
Senator who guards the steps. 


A greenish patina has covered him; 
His brow is streaked and caked 
Much like an old corroded cent. 
Mounted on his granite pedestal, 


He stands with one hand inside his jacket 
As though nursing a cracked rib. 

The illusory plane 

Of his imaginary Senate floor 


Extends from this point 

To the north, south, east, and west -- 
Outward indefinitely, 

Perhaps eight feet above the ground. 


Caught in the sun, the granite 
Of the pedestal's near side 
Twinkles 

With bright flecks of light. 


The stone turns pink, 
Then orange with roseate gold 
Which cools 


To deeper gold. Suddenly 


The shadow of a man is there. It lengthens, 
Reaches out across both pedestal and sidewalk, 
Broken like a stick half-way in water, 

Then it slides away. 


The air itself turns faintly pink, 

The atmosphere unreal; the light 

Is compromised, auroral -- full of loneliness 
In the encroaching dusk. 


In the iodine light of sunset, 

Shadows tilt out far across the disembodied world; 
If you stand, your silhouette reaches 

To the far side of the square. 


Momentarily the dusty space 

Is haunted as with vanished lives, 

Past time, presentiment, fatality. 

The time is charged, the atmosphere is poised. 


The moment bears the weight 

Of something piled high and teetering. 
The cataclysmic change which never came 
Is echoing and echoing 


In the silence, everywhere. 

Soon in the amber twilight 

The buildings will be old daguerreotypes, 
Old drawings, weightless, tinted diagrams. 


Generations of shadows move 

Among the pillars of the darkened courthouse, 
From pediments and from the corners 

Near the walls, ranks of shadows 


Advancing, retreating -- they move as with 

A sound of whispers without words and without sense, 
Their mounting silence muffled 

By the tap and scrape 


Of one stray paper blown along, 

Or by the echo of my feet. 

Day after day I've sat here in the square 
For half the afternoon 


And into dusk. The long-awaited moment -- 
Unexpected, curious -- establishes itself, 
Then lengthens, lengthens further, 

Darkens, and becomes the night. 


On the Road in Late February 


Light touches the scars of winter's wound -- 

The bright cold sun, the cut glass on snow banks, 
The startling, flashing puddles of bright chrome. 
My eyes and forehead aching with the squint 

I have to hold to move through solid light, 

My ears and nose, my whole face, dead with cold 
Just as though I were bandaged up with gauze, 

I walk the road now pitted, cracked, ice-worn. 
And yet I feel the first quick thaws afoot. 

The sun is over me. Light takes the world 

Into its transformations of substance. 

All things are beautiful with light now, radiant -- 
Even the jagged fissures in the road. 

Up ahead the loose stones sparkle in the sun. 


Returning from an Early Walk 


The mid-September sky is dawn-violet. 

The clouds to the east are heather, though the east sky 
is green. 

A curved incision of moon is set high 

Against blackness. Four fingers below it -- one star. 

My breath clouds upward. I lower my hand. 

My shoes are soaked from the wet grass. 

The back porch steps are slippery with dew. 


Souvenir 


The night's completely silent at this hour 

And I've come back from being with you late. 
There's nothing else to do but sleep or wait 
For dawn to come. Outside a late night shower 


Is tapping through the branches, on the eaves -- 
It sounds like sugar pouring through the leaves. 
Aside from this a perfect stillness reigns 

Just broken by the drops on the window panes. 


What can I say? So many thoughts of you 
Who are the one thing in my mind tonight -- 
Unquiet thoughts and the remembered sight 


Of you lamplit, the beautiful and true: 
My memory, a trivial souvenir, 
Except that it tells how beautiful you were. 


The Summer Hat 


We push aside the lilac at the front yard gate 
And pass along the shaded pathway there; 

Still cool and mild, the almost summer air 

Full of the scents of almost summer in mid-May. 
What did the motto of that picture you had say? 
(A framed and rather arty photograph 

With mist and wood path haunted by some trees.) 
That magic doors are always recognized too late? 
You're silent, smile, and almost seem to laugh. 


We walk and talk. I can't help notice that 
You've worn your favorite summer evening hat, 
A panama with roses in the band, 

Brought off so naturally, an offhand grace 

And emblem of your loveliness and ease 

That shadows and yet compliments your face. 
And as we walk our conversation wanes, 

But in a manner that we understand 

To be a quieter and deeper speech, 

Exchanging solitude instead of talk. 


The summer evening slowly turns to dusk 
Around us as we lengthen out our walk 
And cut across the field by your house. 
It's nearly dark, and yet it almost feels 
That night delays a moment just for us. 
You stop and turn, I see your silhouette 
Against the dark, beneath, the grass is wet 


With ground mist and a sweet damp fragrance fills 
The air around us like a scent of musk, 
Or possibly of clover, or of trodden mint. 


What could I say? What sort of compliment 
Could be the equal of your presence there? 
Some kind of token that I might present, 
Albeit insubstantial, just some word 

Or words while any of the time remains 
Before our visit's ended and we reach 

Your doorstep. By now it's fully dark, the air 
Has that late feel. We part, and afterward, 

In memory, it seems we might have shared 
Some finer and incomparable speech. 


A White Rose Given to Me 


Your white rose now more lovely than it was 
With its green stem that once drank up the rain 
Now drinks the rain that's water in my glass 
Where it and my water measured out remain 
As coupled things, both lending each their part 
To a civilized and innocent repose 

Where neither nature nor too much of art 

Mars a natural grace where it arose, 

But left it sweet and telling of a love 

That may be not the blossoming result 

Of stem and rain and dark earth that it's part of, 
But blossoming no less is clearly felt 

As such more truly ours, nor any less 

For being so in our power to express. 


A Dream of Jasmine, the Flower of Innocence 


We two lulled drowsing on the lawn at night 

Drift in the night's warm breeze and jasmine scent, 

The breeze that moves within 

And touches softly each jasmine leaf itself 

And brings us just one thought, the thought of one desire 
Already beautifully possessed, and peace itself, 

And love also possessed. 


We lie here in repose, 
And petals fall down softly in the midnight air. 
And jasmine fills the night. 
Our hands touch softly, though they seem not to. 


The air is just all jasmine, 

All our thoughts and even breathing like it too, 
Whose vines and yellow flowers 

Crowd upward through our dreams, 

And crowd into the dream I dream of you 

And crowd into the dream you dream of me too. 


Sunlight and White Curtain 


And as I sat there absently the light, 

The sun, the light of afternoon, shone through 
The open window and the polished blond 

Oak floor boards caught here and there a glare, 
A brilliance seen though not just then looked for. 
And in the sunny breeze the white lace curtains 
Swayed, then filled, dilated, settled back, 

And dilated again. I breathed in and 

Breathed out; and that which I called I, the I, 
Was like a curtain swaying and then falling 

As I breathed... 

A closing and then opening to light, 

The curtain filling with the summer breeze 
And caught, for just that moment, in the sun. 


Staying Up Late 


I stayed up very late one night, 

And though the fire burned near the grate 
I didn't sense, or care, how late 

It was in that peculiar light. 


Outside the storm whipped through the trees: 
The autumn ending with cold rain 

And hard wind punishing the leaves 

And the hail's kernels on the pane. 


I sat and watched the fire consume 
One log and then another one, 

Die down a bit, and then resume 
High burning until that was done. 


The fire was getting near the end 
Of its brief time; the night outside 
Seemed lulled into deep quietude. 
There had long ceased to be a wind. 


The room was dark and still; no more 
Disquiet, all that put away. 

The sparkling popping embers lay 
Like stars upon the midnight's floor. 


The Web 


Tonight this street 

So overshadowed by the chestnut and red maple trees 

Is darker than at any other time. 

Night is mysterious always, but in summer it seems more 
so still 

As its darkness is compounded here. 


Here the shadows on the walk 

Are deeply layered, thick 

And almost tactile, atmospheric, 

Creating their own ambiance, their place and time; 

The shadows of so many tiers of leaves -- 

These areas of india ink, this active and sensuous blackness 
Smelling of grass, damp earth, new honeysuckle flower -- 
All this is anything but the mere absence of light 

But, perfect in its own subtle existence, 

Reveals its special dimension of the world. 


In this way summer fills and completes the night. 


It fills it with the ragged lace work of the trees, 
The aromatic bushes and sweet flowering shrubs -- 
The grass grows tall, ragweed and goldenrod 

Stand flourishing, 

Their unkempt silhouettes darkening the vacant lot, 
You notice the clutch and curl of squash vines 
Around the wire fence 

In the full moon's mothy light. 


I hear the constant chirring, like a muted flute -- the 
cricket's call, 
The tree frog's manic creak, its constant ringing like a soft, 
soft bell: 
Hypnotic tambour of a thousand whirrs and rasps -- 
This is the density of night, its music and its life. 


The sounds 
Confuse me as I listen, pause, 
And lean against a tree and wait. 
What direction are they from? 
When is there really silence and when not? 


I look up through the branches 

At the street light burning through an opening 

Of black and night-blue and dark olive-green leaves, 
Concentric circles, green and yellow-green, 
Converge upon a searing central point -- 

The operating theatre's klieg light, 

A steady white florescent glare -- 

The strange light partially embowered in the leaves. 


And there 

A spider, in a crook below the lamp, 

Has spun its weft, its faint geometry of threads. 
A parchment color, like a new Bosc pear, 

It's bulbously end-weighted, 

Weightless, and mechanically exact. 

I watch as with its gauze 

And surgical precision 

It ministers efficiently to the patient moth. 


And then I move on further, out of the tree's reach -- 
I have to bow my head to pass, 

The ragged branches sagging down so far. 

And as I pass I feel it on my neck 

And at my back -- 

The shadows of the leaves, and not just leaves, 

The shadows of the night, 

The million intimate incalculable threads, 

Alien and indispensable. 


The Wind in the Doorway 


My light screen door flies open, then slams shut. 
It's just the wind. The wind has entered in. 


A presence come, an entity disclosed. 
And with its perfect being, emptiness, 


It enters this one moment here, this passageway, 
The single instant of its passing strength: 


A gust, a being present here, then gone -- 
A momentary power returned to its emptiness. 


Beyond the Black Hill 


Beyond the black hill, 

Past the sunset's charred edge, 

Beyond its wire cage of trees, I glimpse 
Bright streaks and scarves of evening cloud. 


Light falls. The hill, illuminated now, burns down 

In yellow, gold, and crimson. Higher, 

There's an acid turquoise-green with orange and opal 
clouds 

Flowing onward from somewhere out of the sun. 


To the east, to the north and south 

The sky is dimmer, cooler -- a lavender and grey. 
The inclination has deepened it to cobalt 

At the horizon's edge. The moon is not yet out. 


Above, bright cumulus and cirrus clouds 
Tiered at four levels 

All pour across the sky due east. 

The wind is driving all continually, 


And yet at different rates, which also fluctuate, 
Retarding some, advancing some, 

And at several altitudes at once 

Throughout four dimensions of change. 


At moments the lower strata 

Flow ahead decisively, 

While the higher drift becalmed 

In a luminous near-stasis, like radiant stained glass. 


A trapezoid of open space, 
Perhaps some miles across 

And filled with eerie yellow light 
Opens and steadily expands. 


Then quickly its dimensions shift. 

It closes on itself, as invisible balances, 
Asymmetries, and powers realign 

And falter toward new congregating forms. 


The wind continues strong -- I hear it, feel it. 

The light grows deeper, taking on more violet and rose. 

The hills grow dark, recede, 

And even the closer hilltop trees are jagged charcoal 
sticks. 


The cloud-filled and illuminated 

Areas of the sky 

Are full of movement, of the wind and not the wind -- 
Evolving shapes of light and cloud, 


The flowing onward, backward, upward 

Of the sky and of the earth. Impending powers 
Burn in the overhanging glories of the sky. 
The reticent cipher of the world, 


Crossed and recrossed with lengthening, 
Distended shadows 

Tilting outward to its edge, 

Will never speak its word, 


Yet the sky is full of energy that cannot be contained. 
The world is burning up 

And darkening like paper, 

Is toppling forward to become new worlds. 


I feel the moment crumbling 

Like broken asphalt underneath my feet. 

I feel the ground beneath me still. The world is silent. 
The clouds are moving on. The wind still blows. 


At moments it's as though 

The clouds were motionless 

And the earth itself were drifting backward, 

Flowing back, or falling slowly downward and away. 


We're falling as we stand and watch, 
I feel the spiraling slow collapse. 

I feel the conflagration of the sun 
Through every particle of the earth. 


The vibratory energy of light 

Is radiated throughout time and space. 
The sun burns into us -- 

It flashes -- for an instant I can't see. 


The wind is in my ears, 

And for a second I can't hear. 
Momentarily we're overwhelmed 

By the undepictable powers of the world. 


What does it matter, what does it mean 

That we’ve stood here side by side, right now? 
Have we been witnesses? To what? 

We don't know what we are, or what we've seen. 


Again and again my thoughts reach out 

In divination searching time and space 

To touch upon the ways, the passages, 

By which you've come to be right here, right now, 


By which I've come to be. 

The inaudible, unsearchable eludes me. 
Only the darkening script of sunset 
Shows itself, and only to the eye. 


The earth is like an ember in the fire -- 
And the two of us are like two sparks 
In a momentary draft blown upward, 
Upward, upward, upward 


And out into the night. 


AFTERWORD 


Encounters With the Author in Taipei 


We first made the author’s acquaintance at a well-known 
restaurant in Taipei, the Wysteria Tea House, famous as 
having been a meeting place for dissident intellectuals in 
the years of political struggle in Taiwan . 


During the recent effort to publish his rather extensive 
work, we had occasion to discuss aspects of his past and 
current writing. 


Your poetry is quite varied in style and in form. Where do 
you locate yourself in the overall debate concerning poetic 
form? 


I consider myself an eclectic. The main thing for me is to 
grasp, mentally, a certain object -- that is, an experience, a 
scene, an event -- to see it and feel it. Any language that 
seems to convey the reality of that is good, any which 
remains merely language, merely words, is for me of no 
interest, in some cases it is actively negative, in the sense of 
being obstructive. 


A cliche? 


Yes or not even a cliche but in a way worse than that. Much 
of our language obscures the nature of reality. Words in 


themselves are, in a sense, the enemy of writing. I tell 
students that all the time. Words most often merely convey 
the usual accepted social understanding. Writing is for the 
purpose of grasping reality itself, which is always 
something other than the social understanding. 


Do you consider yourself a political writer? 


All writing is political in the sense of attempting to correct 
these false social understandings. At times its purpose is to 
merely reveal with a new freshness, a perceptual freshness, 
as it were. But even this itself has a certain basic political 
significance, in the sense that awakened human beings will 
act and think differently than those who are at rest in the 
normal tranquilized non-perception that we usually are 
caught up in. 


Does living outside the United States help or hinder your 
writing? 


I think it helps, in general. It is in some ways a very 
undeveloped culture, yet in other ways it is overbearing. 
(The US, that is.) There is, for example, a great deal of 
rather stifling political correctness, as it's called, and to get 
away from that is itself a positive thing. For a while I had 
no idea how I would ever get all this material published, 
especially if you're not there trying to do all the 
"networking" that is needed, and which I was absolutely 
terrible at anyway -- worse than terrible, I really had no 
clue, I still don't, I suppose. And then it came about that 
you could just do it all by yourself, by means of the 
internet. 


How much material is it? It's quite a lot, it would seem. 


Yes, I guess it's about 40 volumes or so. Over 2,000 pages, 
if you want to measure it like that. I don't know how much 
it would weigh. 


There seem to be many styles represented. Was that 
something you consciously strove for? 


Yes. I always wanted to be able to represent a wide variety 
of experiences. My first models for the artist were people 
such as Picasso, Goethe, Bach -- artists who could work in 
a very wide range of forms and even use widely different 
styles. Of course, I can't compare myself to people like that, 
but it was still a goal, to try many types of things. 


What sorts of things are you working on currently? 


Well as you know I am trying to get all this existing work 
published, going through it, touching it up here and there, 
proofreading, and so forth. After that, I think I might return 
to some translating work -- Holderlin especially, and some 
Chinese poets, but don't ask me which ones. 


what were you trying to do in these poems in particular? 


This volume contains pieces of an early period -- 
somewhat Romantic, though with some seemingly |b 
century modes too. There is an influence of Frost and 
Bishop, ,but also Whitman and Crane. “Processes of Day,” 
“The Public Square,” and “ Beyond the Black Hill” stand 
out for me still. 
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Steven Frattali is an expatriate American writer living in 
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The Banyan Press of Taipei was founded in 2008 by 
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